
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Green and Gray 



GREEN AND GRAY 

SPRING MORNING 

Spring has come this morning! 
The room is like a bright cake of honey, 
And the grass is as green as my crayon: 
This brightness has been all winter growing. 

GRAY MORNING 

The gray-faced sky lets me look at it, 

And the timid rain upon my face 

Is softer than sunshine: 

Some people are like this gentle morning. 

Elmond Franklin McNaught (eight years old) 

AMERICA TO HER FLAG 

O flag, thou art the king ! 

In battle thou won, 

In peace thou waved 

Over the houses of the people 

In glory. 

Blessed be thy name forever 1 

Lee S. Fechheimer 

PETALS 

THE SNOWSTORM 

Something is going to happen: 
The moon is blue, 
The sky is black, 
The stars are yellow. 

Suddenly the snow cornea . . . 

Next -morning 

The children make snow-men 

All over the town, 

With tall silk hats, 

And berries for eyes, 

And little brown mittens. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



FROZEN HEART 

The ground is covered deep with snow, 
And over the hill a treasure lies — 
The reddest heart in the world. 

It is my heart lies so red 
In the white snow . . . 
Frozen. 

And I have forgotten all 
But one old friend. 

WAR 

Over the battlefield 
Dead men lay, 
Bloody and cold 
Under the stars. * 

Over the battlefield 
Cannon are booming 
More death to come. 

And women 

Sit with their children 

In their ruined homes. 

Over the battlefield 
Fails the deep snow. 



O birds, 

Sing of the beautiful heaven. 

Sing, birds, 

Of the angels, 

The harps, 

And the sweet bells. 

We should love this heaven of God's 
For ever and ever ! 

Lila Rich 



[202] 



